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remote, mechanical manner.    She was invariably
glad of his absence.
But Ohara on this occasion had not remained
long alone in the rose-papered tenement room. He
made his way to the ship and boarded it uncertain-
ly. It was not to the well-deck for gambling that
he went this time. One object was paramount in
his clouded brain. He was coming to search for
the steward called*Kim. His senses brightened
as his quest began. Through each passage way he
slank furtively with a cold hatred in his gaze. He
paraded the first-class accommodation and passed
on into the kitchens. Then he returned to the
stern of the ship. lie found a bar-steward and
enquired for his friend Kirn, The bar-steward
winked and told him that the handsome deck-
steward was in cabin number eight, making music
for a foreign, lady passenger. Ohara simulated
amusement. Five minutes later he approached
the cabin in question. The music of a flute therein
was punctuated by an outburst of laughter. For a
moment Ohara stood motionless at the door with
every nerve strained. His bowels stirred threaten-
ingly ; the pulses in his temples beat with an in-
creasing insistence. Dexterously quiet, he turned
the handle of the door. It was bolted. He
knocked temperately.
"Message from purser," he said.
Someone was coming to open it,..
Immediately the door was unlocked, Ohara
burst into the cabin and found himself confronting
the steward Kim. A flute was in his hands. Be-